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LOS ESTADOS UNIDOS EN ESCORZO, by Julian Manas.
Buenos Aires: Emece Editores, 1956.
This is a book of engagements, a book proper to an engaged (if not engage)
thinker. Like Ortega, Manas believes in an approach t~ life, a style of life,
which considJ}fS, as completely as possible, man in all his circumstances, and
which looks upon the world - in the present case, the "world" of the United
States - as a set of circumstances which must be established, a world which
must be made. No man can afford to be a mere tourist, a "tripper" in the
violent and dynamic reality which is the United States, and in several places
Manas speaks out against those hasty works written on the opposite side of
the Atlantic by people who squint and tum up their eyes at New York and
Boston, the back door of Western t;ivilization, and will use only the front
door, at London and Paris.
Never ceasing to be a man whose accumulated circumstance is in go~d
part Madrid and Soria, Manas nevertheless determined to "live" the American experience, to live those United States, in short, whose very name
escapes immediate understanding. To live the country completely, in daily
struggle, was the only possible way to know it, Manas decided at once, for
there was very little to see in any sense that would satisfy a "tripper": there
are no monuments to compare to Europe, no ruins but industrial ones, and
the very streets do not have the rich and important function they have in
Europe - they are not even suitable for a paseo. Thus, the United States
is no place for the tourist to judge, for even if he looks about him well, he is
most likely to misunderstand: there simply is not much to see. If the tourist
comes from Europe, he will expect that Buffalo should yield as much to the
casual eye as Bruges; but the genius of this new country can not be fairly
measured by this criterion. Because of a false standard of judgment, most
writers of books on the United States find the country without interest, and,
since their books must speak of the United States, the books themselves are
without interest. (Alexis de Toqueville, alone, is wisely exempted from all
these charges~)
'Manas was guided by the thought that not only were the United States
well worth the bother of investigation, but that without a knowledge of the
country any profound view of the modem world was impossible. All objects,
all phenomena vary as they are made use of, and only by daily living is it
possible to determine what the things of the United States are. He plunged
with curiosity and interest ipto the business of everyday living (and fortunately Marias is equipped with the joyous relish, the zestful appreciation
of a Quattrocento Florentine); as a result, he has squeezed the orange dry,
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and made the most of his (scant) couple of years in the country. He concerns
himself in his book with every type of phenomena, and broaches every kind
of question, from the possible "sexual promiscuity of adolescents in families
without domestic help," to the number of Americans who. believe in the
Trinity. (Marias settles on the term americanos to designate the inhabitants
of the United States; there is no help for the confusion at this late date, he
suggests.) From the vision of Unamuno at Forest Lawn (cemetery), and the
poetic image of Negroes in the snow, from a walk along Wilshire'Boulevard,
where for miles no other pedestrian strolls, to a wind-swept "walk" along
the Chicago lakefront, where it is necessary to hang on to a rope stretched
the length of the icy building-fronts, the author makes his way with great
good will and curiosity.
The United States known to Faulkner, to Sinclair Lewis, to Dreiser,
O'Neill, or Caldwell was not met with by Marias. And Marias finds that in
this American literature "se trata de buscar 10 'excepcionar" (still, is Lewis
anymore .exaggerated th~n Dickens, or Dreiser than Leopoldo Alas, o~
Caldwell than Cela, however else dissimilar are all these American and
non-American authors from each other?). The voices of women overheard
were refreshing and sweet and concealed' no nuance of dangerous rumors,
the people in the public places were new and sCarcely worn by the prejudices
sensed by the ear and eye of the American novelist.
And it was very natura~ that the visitor should not be suspicious. The
New York Times reporter asked after his children on the first interview, and
Marias was not only won over by the gesture, but eventually he received an
insight into the American concern with "the private" as a matter of public
concern. More, he saw what an American commentator would scarcely see:
the need felt by the frontiersman l,!rking in every American to possess this
information, the need to share his neighbor's life with his own in a world
that is both wide and lonely. The Spanish author's insight into the nature
of American solitude is positively novelistic in its psychological incisiveness.
For instance, in his final chapter, Marias makes a masterful comparison of
the conquistadores in America, who remained Spaniards (Unosotros los
espaiioles"), and the pilgrims, who were alone, radically alone ("nosotros
solos, nunca 'nosotros los ingleses' "), without intercourse with the Indians,
even, in the Spanish fashion. And, in another incisive chapter, under the
heading "Lo consabido," Marias does the inverse: he makes what is novelistic in American life assume m~ning from a reasoned explanation. For
example, we might, from his reasoning, better be able to understand the
famous incident at Bastogne, Belgium, during the last German offensive in
Northwest Europe in 19% where the test used to distinguish Germans from
Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1957
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Americans among those wearing U. S. Army uniforms was a series of questions on comic 'strips and the latest Big League baseball standings. The
Marias chapter contains a succinct thesis: Americans have a need for a
common fund of knowledge to stand them in the stead of Europe's centuries of common history - they need something to unite them, even if it
is only superficial, acr~ss the immensity of the country and the total diversity
of their immigrant past, and, because only that which is the most widely
diffused (the filmland names, the comics, the antics of the radio and TV,
Kodak, Shell, Gillette) is available to all, this lowest common denominator
serves the purpose; from breakfast fpods ("a regular clean-cut American who
eats Wheaties for breakfast;" states an article by art-critic A. Saarinen on my .
desk at the moment) to a test on the Brooklyn Dodgers (at Bastogne). Thus,
we see a kind of "effective" democracy explained.
The book is filled with delightful asides. As, the analogy of American
women and rivers with their European counterparts. The difference between
the Hudson and the Rhine, the Mississippi and the Danube, is analogous to
the difference between European women and American: "a las mujeres
americanas, como a sus rios, como a su paisaje, les han dicho menos cosas."
American rivers have not had enough poems written to them, and American
women have not yet had sufficient words of love addressed them by their
men. When they do, their sleeping centers wIll wake.
The American advertising slogan, "The Ideal Gift for the Man Who Has
Everything," suggested to Marias that the words concealed the real American mendicant. In a land where everyone had enough, the man who "had
everything" was the equivalent of the cl~ssic unfortunate who had nothing.
The man who had reached the limitI The man who has everything . . .
except possibilities I
Marias submits the world of the United States to an Orteguian analysis
and in a country where "to do," to make one's own world, is an ideal~ nothing
seems more natural by way of approach. Beginning with a penetrating essay
on the death of a naval officer in Boston harbor (the dying officer's words
represented, for Marias, the American synthesis of spirit and worldly will,
for the casualty announced that he was a Catholic and that his blood was
type A, "Quiere confesi6n y transfusi6n"; he is the man of action as
Orteguian hero), and going on to a consideration of California as paradise
("las exce1encias paiadislacas son, ala larga, deficiencias como 'mundo' ...
Vivir en el mundo es estar entre la espada y la pared"), the perspective is
Orteguian; or, rather, it is Mariasian, which is as different as Marias is from
Ortega. For Marias 'is not simply an Orteguian. If Ortega had written on
the United States, his writing would, most probably, have been done from
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a more "distant" point of view. Not· only would Ortega's well-known
"aristocratic" point of departure indicate this, but -he pointedly made observations such as: "America tiene menos afios que Rusia. Yo siempre, con
miedo do exagerar, he sostenido que era un pueblo primitivo camuflado por
los ultimos inventos" (a position Ortega took over, directly, from Hegel, as
Ortega himself points out); this was in 1930, in La Rebeli6n de las Masas, and
now, 25 years later, Marias takes another look at America, but his contribution, his quasi-orteguian contribution, was to live his experience, precisely
so that he would not have to avail himself of Ortega's qualification: "Yo
siempre, con miedo de exagear . . ."
Without irony, without hierarchial or envidious comparisons, Marias
defines the United States "from within," its feel to a European, its sights,
sounds, and the smiles of its inhabitants for any man. Among cities, he
characterizes the two which serve as either end of the American parenthesis:
New York, ,which has a profile, and is not a New World city at all, but a
cousin to the walled city of Avila, or the Gothic-towered Heidelberg, and
which is possessed of large foreign colonies that are like "los'est6magos de un
ruminante," organs of digestion of immigrants; and, at the other extreme,
Los Angeles (Nuestra Senora de), which he defines as a city "que parece
fundada por Leibniz:' and which is also "el mas colosal oasis de la tierra."
The country's umlaut at Chicago is an "atrocious" city, possessed of "hard
and violent poetry." Still, being in Chicago, he observes, is like opening a
watch case and looking inside: what one sees is the mechanism that makes
the American industrial giant "tick." At Wellesley, in Massachusetts, we
see Marias carrying his wash to a "laundromat," and we find him fascinated
by the variety of things in a chain drug store, and delightedly turning up
new gadgets in hardware shops. For, plainly, he could find no fault (as he
himself ~ays) with the mechanical marvels of America.
Ortega thought that "the scientific man is the prototype of the mass-man,"
but Marias feels that Ame-:ican science justifies itself in that it provides a
daily life as comfortable and secure as a cradle: 44Una vida limitada, una vida
absorta en sl misma, impregnada de las sustancia de 10 cotidiano. Esta es la
delicia de la vida americana . . . EI americano . ... va en ella como en
unacuna."
And, while Ortega thought that '4Ja seguridad que parecia ofrecer el progreso (= aumento siempre creciente de ventajas vitales) desmoraJiz6 al
hombt;e medio, inspiclndole una confianza que es ya falsa, atr6fica, viciosa";
Marias on the same subject believes that the American effort ·has IIiadeit
possible for 150 million men to live 4~umanamente". ~ if to allay an
Orteguian objection, Marias adds that as far as superior men are concerned:
Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1957
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"los hombres superiores 10 son y ejercen su funci6n rectora sin necesitar que
los demas se fatiguen en mimarlos."
In short, Marias looks at the United States independently of the classical
conclusions of European observers, whether they be Tocqueville or Ortega.
He approached his experience with a talent which is part literary and part
philosophic, or what is better, a unique combination of the two. And he
approached it "sin querer ni pader dejar de ser espanol y europeo." If Marias
is often "looking for a bluebird" (in Maeterlinck's symbolic sense), - for
instance, the plague of jazz is nowhere noticed - the spirit of the study is
for that very reason all the less crabbed. He had his own enthusiastic curiosity
to satisfy, and his quest to do so has resulted in this record of senses wellused. In the end, he could truthfully say that the United States was
something that "had happened" to him.
-ANTHONY KmuuCAN

Anthony Kerrigan, Spanish editor of Henry Regnery Company, is the English translator of many of the works of Cela and Unamuno.

JOYCE: THE MAN, THE
WORK, THE REPUTATION, by
Marvin Magalaner and Richard M.
Kain. New York: New York University Press, 1956. 377 pp. $5.00•
PUBLIN'S JOYCE, by Hugh Kenner. Bloomington: Indiana University Press, 1956 . 372 pp. $5-75'
Even before Valery Larbaud, on 7
December 1921, discussed some of
the "meanings" of the soon-to-be
published "mysses," James Joyce
and his works have provided the
serious critic, the crackpot, as well as
the "publish-or-perish" academician
with an apparently inexhaustible
goldmine; a blizzard of controversy,
exegesis, reminiscence, explication,
analysis, and argument has threatenecl t~ overwhelm lay and specialized reader alike. In recent years,
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some Joyceans virtually ceased writing about the master, and de'(oted
their not inconsiderable energies to
cavilling over criticisms of criticisms
of criticisms. To the reader/student
marooned in the drifts of this great
storm, Joyce: The Man, the Work,
the Reputation comes as a welldisciplined St. Bernard, complete
with brandy keg.
Marvin Magalaner, who is assistant professor of English at New York
University, and Richard M. Kain,
professor of English at the University
of Louisville, have produced a bifurcated book which is in effect a compilation of material about Joyce, and
a series of critical and interpretive
essays, four by Mr. Magalaner and
six by Mr. Kain. P/erhaps their most
valuable chapters are the first two
and the last: "The Joyce Enigma,"
"The Problem of Biography," and
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"The Position of Joyce," with its
helpful bibliography
It can be said of Joyce that he has
meant all things to all kinds of readers and critics; hailed as saviour, he
has been equally damned as antiChrist. The Joyce saga suggests most
of the important problems of the
artist-in-society; as Mr. Kain aptly
comments, his life "provided an
archetype of the modem artist's isolation and dedication, his works gave
a series of portraits of the artist, and
his career developed into a paradigm
of the problem of expression." This
story and its problems are effectively
presented in these chapters which
are based upon careful and intelligent research among a variety .of
source materials, including contemporary newspapers, journals, letters,
and the like. The result is an engrossing, frequently disturbing, and occasionally comic bird's-eye view of the
impact of James Joyce and his writings upon the Twentieth Century.
Among the essays of Joyce's writings, I found that of "Dubliners"
particularly interesting. Mr. Magalaner is at times over-aggressive, and
one or two of his speculations impressed me as being slightly silly. ,But
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he is an alert and intelligent critic
whose commentaries add to one's
unders~nding and enjoyment of
what still appears to be the most im':
pressive collection of short stories
produced in this century. Mr. Kain's
two chapters on "Ulysses," as' would
be expected, are well worth reading.
Apart from his almost compulsive
tendency to refer to himself or to his
previous writings on the subject, I
have a good deal of respect for Mr.
Kain and for his "Fabulous Voyager;
James Joyce's 'Ulysses.''' His approach to Joyce is both sane and vigorous, and his frequent reminder
that "Ulysses'" is "fun" to read
should be shouted from the rooftops.
As a specialized and erudite series
of critical, aesthetic, and philosophlcal commentaries, Hugh Kenner's
Dublin's Joyce will, sui generis, appeal to a more limited audience than
the -Magalaner-Kain volume. Mr.
Kenner, who teaches at Santa Barbara College, has a complex, subtle,
and perceptive mind, and he has produced a complex, subtle, and perceptive book. At their best, his inquiries
into the nature of Joyce's mind,
world, and books are brilliant; no informed reader of Joyce can study Mr.
Kenner without feeling that he is
opening windows and allowing new, ._
fresh light to stream into what had
become a rather stuffy room. He is at
his best when he focuses his, very
palpable talents on a big subject, as
he does in his sequences on "Ulysses"
or in what is certainly. the best and
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most comprehensive examination of
Joyce and St. Thomas Aquinas which
has thus far appeared in print.
Dublin's Joyce, however, is frequently written in a prose which left
me a bit winded; I felt somewhat like
a runner, shod with rubber boots instead of spikes, who is forced to run
an important race on a track composed of wet cement. Too, I am
either confused or irritated by the
number of Mr. Kenner's pontifical
utterances such as: "all his Uoyce's]
characters are walking cliches, because the Dubliners were [,] ... yet
Bloom, the bag of cliches, is not a
cliche;" "any two Dubliners are Bouvard and Pecouchet;" "the problems
Joyce faced were philosophic before
they were personal;" "controlled
rhythms afford a. continuous matrix
to contain what drops through the
sieve of discursive denotations."
Too, it seems to me that Mr. Kenner tends to overstate or overplay certain aspects of his theses; for example, his commentaries on Joyce's
"double-talk" which in effect become
in themselves double-talk, or his speculations involving Sherlock Holmes
and Dr. Watson. At other times, his
leaping mind toys with an idea and
dismisses it before the reader can be
sure where either he or Mr. Kenner
stands.
But these are relatively minor objections; Mr. Kenner has produced
a significant and valuable book. Padraic Colum has been quoted as having said that to know Joyce one must
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know Dublin. In spite of its idiosyncrasies, one might add that it would
also be a good idea to know "Dub-'
lin's Joyce."
WILLIAM PEDEN

William Peden is professor of English at the University of Missouri.

THE ORGANIZATION MAN, by
William H. Whyte, Jr., New York:
Simon and Schuster, 1956. 429 pp.

$5.00•
Recently Colin Wilson, a young.
Briton, gained fame by describing
an important personality type especially familiar to Europeans, the
existentialist Outsider. This maladjusted person is a kind of modem
Hamlet, lost in a world with values
different from his. Although the
Outsider is no stranger to the
United States - Wilson cites the
early stories of Hemingway, for example - the cultural climate of this
country at the present time favors
the growth of a quite different type
of figure. The Organization Man is
his name, and William Whyte of
Fortune magazine is his biographer.
Who is this modem American
culture hero of average, rather than
heroic, proportions? The Organization Men, says Whyte, not only .
work for the Organization, as do
laborers and white collar clerks, they
also belong to it. "They are the ones
of our middle class who have left·
home, spiritually as well l!S physically, to take the vows of organiza-
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tion life, and it is they who are the
mind and soul of our great self-perpetuating institutions. Only a few
are top managers or ever will be. . . .
it is from their ranks that are coming
most of the first and second echelons
of our leadership, and it is their
values which will set the American
temper. The corporation man is the
most conspicuous example, but he is
only one, for the collectivization so
visible in the corporation has affected
almost every field of work:'
Whyte's bobk traces the Organization Man's ideology, training, neuroses, diagnostic tests; "and suburban
life, as well as the nature of the
Organization Scientist and the Organization Man in fiction. There is
a comic atmosphere about the life of
the feverishly conforming Organization Man who has, if we read between Whyte's lines, sold his soul
to the omnivorous Organization,
thinking to' gain security thereby.
The more he practices his ritual
posturings and social-amenity incantations, the more effective is the
tribal magic, but not in the way he
intended.
If this is tragic comedy, it is at
least more pleasant than the noncomic tragedy of Wilson's Outsiders,
who can't conform, can't stand pa~
can't even jump in a suitable direction. Better to be a genuflecting Organization Man, the American pragmatic conscience slyly whispers, than
to be a confused, jumping-box-rat
Outsider who (to quote a poem by
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Auden) must leap before he looks,
because "our .,dream of safety has to
disappear."
Despite the highly stimulating nature of this well-written book, some
of the most important concepts are
not developed adequately. One example is Whyte's sketchy description
of the shift from the "Protestant
ethic" of some decades ago - independence, hard work, thrift - to the
contemporary social ethic: the, group
as the source of creativity, "belongingness" as the individual's ultimate
need, the application of science to
achieve the "belongmgness." Another example is Whyte's admonition to fight the Organization.
Beyond a' few hints, including a
doctored personality test, we do not
have much to go on from Whyte in
preventing ourselves from gratifying,
the Organization's appetite. But,
thanks to Whyte, we at least know
the problems involved, and we have
a fascinating picture of the Ameri- .
can Crowd, which, thank heavens, is
not so lonely after all.
-SAMUEL, I. BELLMAN

WILLIAM FAULKNER: AN INTERPRETATION, by Irving Malin. Stanford: Stanford University
Press, 1957. $3.00.
The fledgling critic of Faulkner does
not have an \easy row to hoe. So
much has alr~dy been written on
our Southern Titan that one is almost estopped from venturing any
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new analyses for fear of repeating
someone else's repetition. Then, too,
such outstanding Faulkner critics as
Malcolm Cowley, Robert Cantwell,
and Robert Coughlan have surveyed
the ground so well that a new landsurveyor finds himself in almost as
awkward a position as that of his
counterpart in Kafka's The Castle.
At this stage of the game, however, a
young writer at Stanford, Irving Malin, has attempted a new interpretation of Faulkner's work.
There are siX chapters in this book
of about 100 pages: "The Theme of
Rigidity," "The Father-Son'Myth,"
"The Women," "Light in August:
The Technique of Oppositions,"
"Faulkner and the Bible," and
"Faulkner and Two Psychoanalysts."
Throughout, Malin reveals his enormous debt to modem psychologists
and mythographers who see defensemechanisms, father-fixations, and
fertility symbols in every literary
work. A number of errors of fact or
interpretation have crept into the
book (see pp. 65, 68, 70, 75, 79), but
Malin appears to have done a considerable amount of work to prepare
himself for the task at hand.
Malin is most challenging when
he points up the significance of the
father-son relationship in Faulkner's
writing. He considers Faulkner's sonfigure (an out-of-step prodigal) "the
symbol of contemporary America."
This figure, according to Malin, rebelling against the past's and the
present's "authoritarian pattern," is
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doomed unless he gains his neighbors' respect. Now it ·is true that
Faulkner does follow one American
tradition - as Malin makes clear by
examples from' other writers - in
presenting the soul-journey of the
outsider-son toward J:he Organization, which may be r~presented by a
father-figure. Yet Malin fails to make
clear the fact that American literature (and particularly Faulkner's
writing) holds no patent on this literary theme. Great English novels
such as Tom Jones, Great Expectations, The Way of All Flesh, and
Kim have dealt with this subject.
And what of Candide, Jean-Christophe, and the writings of Goethe,
Mann, and the great Russian masters? Indeed, the Russian "superfluous man" of nineteenth-eentury
literature covered so many important
aspects of the sadly-returning-prodigal theme (with its variations and
ramifications) that Faulkner's work
is really a sort of postscript. This is
not to sell Faulkner short. It is simply necessary to see him in pr~per
perspective. If contemporary America can be described in Malin's terms,
so can the West since at lea~t the
time of the Refonnation. From
Hamlet to Camus' The Stranger, we
see a long line of displaced, confused
sons looking for their elusive fathers.
And then, too, contemporary
America is half-female. While Faulkner does (as Malin suggests) seem to
know men better than women, he
has given us amazing female por-
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traits (Temple Drake, Dilsey, Ad- reaches over into reviews without
die). His women, like his men, also such connection, e.g. The Hudson
Review. Writers for these periodicals
endure, if they have what it takes, this has been pointed out before- have usually a well determined axe
and in Faulkner (if not. in Malin's to grind - not certainly their fault,
reading of Faulkner) what really but again the result of anterior prematters is the act, or process, of en- occupations: in this case, that uniduring. But, Malin has made us re- versities have come to expect their
think Faulkner's story: the results employees to be active in such pubare quite commendable.
lication, particularly the members of
-SAMUEL I. BELLMAN . their English depamnents. The subMr. Bellman is on the English fac- sequent search for occasions has led
ulty of California State College in ,to any number of specious revivals,
San Luis Obispo.
and the independently creative
writer - to use a well worn phrase EVERGREEN REVIEW, Nos. 1 finds himself more beside the point
and 2, edited by Barney Rosset and than ever.
What is a little magazine? It used
Donald Allen. New York: Grove
to be, most usually, the publication
Press, 1957. $1.00 each.
of a group of writers, however reThe use of the "little magazine" for- strictive that might seem. It was ,not,
mat in contemporary publishing is a in any case, the publication of a
result of the wide increase in paper- group of publishers or teachers. At
back publications generally; and times a-sympathetic editor, such as
must, I think, be first recognized as Ford Madox Ford, could, with an
a commercial device rather than a English Review, publish both lawuse relating directly to conteIJlporary rence and Pound, no matter what
writing. In fact, the little magazine each th~ught of the other. Transiper se finds itself in difficult straits tion practiced an almost voracious
these days. Increased publishing ! eclecticism, but one clearly comcosts, more highly developed means : mitted to writers, not pocketbooks.
of distribution, lack of independent And there were as well magazines
subsidies, and like factors have all such as Broom with a more narrowly
tended to push out any actual paral- cohesive editorial commitment. The
lels to the old Dial, Transition, or later View, for example, was dediThe Little Review, which might cated to American surrealism, with
otherwise have appeared. The in- Charles Henri Ford and Parker Tyler
.creased use of little magazines by as mainstays. In contemporary writuniversities has also resulted in a ing only Origin (which has now
generally academic tone which stopped publication) .seems to have
"-
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been committed to a group - its

leads off with a confused, but cernemesis perhaps, but also its use. The tainly explicit, "letter," maintaining
writers it published were given the importance of disaffiliation to the
means to develop their own idiom, writers involved. This of course imwith the very significant security of plies liveliness and the like, but it
knowing there was a place where they also involves some error of generalmight appear free of obligating ization as does, equally, calling Jack
"limits" - which is a very imPortant Kerouac and Allen Ginsberg writers
of this geographical "school," despite
security indeed.
The Evergreen Review has, as yet, the impact they have had there.
no "group" and it is perhaps not Michael Rumaker seems to me
to ; be expected of an essentially equally detachable. The more true
commercial publication. Publishers, members are,' perhap~, Rexroth,
reasonably, use such magazines as Brother Antonius, Duncan, Spicer,
this as a form of advance publicity; Broughton, and Josephine MilesGall\,mard in Paris has maintained a though these as well.share many difreview of this kind for Some years. ferences. There is, in any case, some
But this use will explain in part the . danger in promoting geographical
hodge-podge character of Evergreen relationships; they are rarely signifiReview No.1, despite single excel- cant, and add somewhat specious
lences such as James Purdy's Cutting labels to writers who have troubles
Edge. The contents include Sartre, enough.
Michaux, Baby Dodds, and Samuel
In both issues the problem seems
Beckett-and these do not relate, nor coherence. The first relies primarily
is the eclecticism of such inclusion on an unabashed eclecticism, with
very interesting. Sartre's essay, After the use of "names" to provide inBudapest, is not demonstrably an at- terest. This is a familiar practice. The
titude with which the editors "agree" second in tum makes use of a geo- or on which they stake their own graphical "scene" (the publisher has
political commitment-or by which printed on the cover SAN FRANCISCO
they define a position they intend to SCENE in fact), and again the comaintain. It is, rather, an "example" herence is tentative, although some- useful, but limiting, because it is what more clear than in NO.1. But
an example of Sartre, not of an edi- neither seems to me a very able substitute for a literal editorial policy or
torial program or policy.
This randomness 'is in some sense program, no matter the apparent
corrected in Evergreen Review NO.2. limits of that commitment. It means
course that someone will be left
Here a cohesiveness is obtained by
giving over the issue to San Fran- out. It means, too, that several writcisco writers; and Kenneth Rexroth ers, or, in short, a group of writers
o

,

or
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will have precedence. But' it means HERE AND NOW, by Denise Levequally that something will be aimed ertov. San Francisco: The Pocket
at, and the editors will have arrived Poets Series, Number 6, The City
at the liberty of inviting writers to Lights Pocket Bookshop, 1957· $·75.
contribute to something more than THE DUTIFUL SON, by Joel Opa miscellany. There exist very clear penheimer. Highlands, N. C.: Jona"sides" in writing today, and they than Williams, 1956. $2.25.
are not described by calling something "good writing." I should SOME TIME, by Louis Zukofsky.
myself hate to see the Evergreen Re-: Highlands, N. C.: Jonathan Wilview become, simply, another New liams, Publisher, 1957. $3.00•
W orld Writing - which can boast it
Poetry for the American has been
prints writers of completely diver- an intensely singular art. Poe fights
gent opinion only because it has early for a separation from European
none itself.
attachments; and Whitman provides
I make use, however, of a writer's the example, basing himself on an
•
attitude in this review; and forget ultimate personalism. We have,
that it is not here the point. Readers equaIly, Emily Dickenson, whose
will find much of interest in both minutiae of personality and percepissues despite my qualifications. Baby tion in effect pick out a world from
Dodds' Story in NO.1, for example, the four waIls of one smaIl room. It
is a fine exhibition of a very free- is the me and you which have conwheeling prose; Michaux's tour cerned us - the interstices of human
"through the hallucinated heIl of relationships brought home, so to
Mescalin" in the same issue is also speak. It is there that we have most
.a timely subject. And Evergreen constantly begun..
Review No. 2 is I think the most
This character of placement coninterestingly diverse and generally tinues in contemporary verse. Someexcellent instance of the "little mag- .times the sound is belligerently
azine" in big publishing yet to be self-assertive, revelatory and painful.
done. So, if I hope, it is mainly that The I is worn as a merit in itself; all
it wiII become the occasion for forms br~ to it, and what hope of
writers it can now be claimed to be relationship to others there may once
have been, is lost. This is, of course,
for readers. That will be the day.
the isolation which the "American so
- ROBERT CREEu:y
often carries like a sore, marking him
as lonely, lost, and a little pathetic.
The counter to this is the attempt
to move into form, again, with
others, with one's wife, husband,
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. children - the sudden instances of
relationship, the worn ones, all of it.
How hard that seems. We cannot
speak, now, of any very large aggregate of things to hold us together;
and our sociality has become a business maneuver, or else (most hopefully) that the garageman does
remember us, the postman smiles!
We want so much to be liked.
All three of these books relate to
this one center: how to live. It is not,
how to stay alive, because that is
something else again, almost now beyond our determination. But - in
the time we have, what shall we do?
Do you love me? Where are we?
These are interesting questions.
The youngest of these poets, Joel
Oppenheimer, came of age at the end
of the second World War: a shocked
time, with "love" a kind of downpayment, it seemed, on a house, or
perhaps a refrigerator. One didn't
know. One tries, however:
THE COUPLE

if i dont bring you
Bowers. if i dont have any
Bowers. delicate grubby violets.
cIuysanthemums for your coat.
only children. what has that got
to do with it.
any child is isaac.
brushwood and sticks.
the burning bush in the hill's side.
;esus strung from a dogwood.
if it is not fair
where is fairness. if she is not
fair where is fairness. if flowers.
apples. peaches and pears
for the summer. an edible potato.

NM.Q.

the stain of the dogwood

is in you. what now.
mushrooms. or underground
trulBes. a pig with a ring
in his snout. he is hungry.
the stain of the dogwood.
who cries for another's
pain hasnt enough of his own.
where are my children they
leave me here knocking wood.
what is there i havent invented
contrived cut out of the
whole cloth: some day to
make it easier, with more
pleasure. that is a pleaSll!e.
how else to be fecund if not
to put up with a man.

It is a sturdy defense, I think, written in like manner. But the women
know too, what there is to know.
God knows they feel it - no kindnesses, or expectancies, or money. It
is different. Denise Levertov is English, but that doesn't matter. One
says (grandly!) she knows:
THE BIRD

That crazy bird
always laughing he sits on the wa1I they are building,
the waIl
which will hide the horizon,
and laughs like mad evexy time
we open our mouths to say
1 love you 1 hate you etc.
He came only since
the green rain came and
softened evexything, making
mud of the cracked
seIirespecting earth and rotting
the red flowers hom their stems. Yes,
the rain, the trucks foIl
of pink brieles, that crazy
eavesefropping bird, came
together and finished
the days of burning,
and silence, and distance.

iI
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You have music to accord.
Thank God for the relief of it all.
A
child
Personalism is of course only interAt a remove from love
esting insofar as it does contain
Holds leaves in my hand.
"That crazy bird . . ." One begins
Where the world is headCfj
with oneself perhaps, and to that
We do not say
entity one joins one other; and from
As stars
Sun
anel surf
that it may well be that a third is
conceived. And so on - because this
Flash in the sky. Were it said
Among
twigs
is what the world is all about. And
"And then the world went
the birds laugh. It is a good thing.
And then - ",
Men and women grow whole in this
Only our thoughts
Image.
Might seek it
There is also wear, certainly, and
In further woods.
the time that passes. But the deterIt was never easy - but there was
mination, to live with others, holds
true, once chosen. And a poet, like what there was to do. It may well be
any man, thoughtfully enough ar- a simplification to posit ways at all,
rives at the choice common to all. this or that. I don't know. Who is
Louis Zukofsky is older than either to say who is known? Each of these
Denise Levertov· or Joel Oppen- three poets knows the isolation of
heimer, and has been alive consist- being alive, and of that counter will,
ently. He has a family much in to move to someone, to move with
evidence in his poems, a wife and someone. They celebrate familyson. His book is, in fact, a complexly America's archaic institution, but
woven evidence of this basic relation- America will not decide it this time.
ship, so that I cannot; by quoting, .Let it be simple as Zukofsky:
make it all clear. But the substance
LIGHT (8)
of it can be made so, and the crafts. manship whereby it is given form, See:
and, .again, the world in which it
My nose feels better in the air.
obtains.
..;.lI.~.

SEQVENCE 1944-6 (4)

Having outlived se1f-ofIense
And that of my friends
I become brother to loneliness
And love the fact more than the word.
All that is human is
Alien and not alien.
All c:uefully chosen words
Are here - fairly shadows.

h.

I

.......

~.io._ ...

-ROBERT CREELEy

Robert Creeley lives and teaches in
Albuquerque. Mr. Greeley is not
ex-editor of the Black Mountain Review,.3.$ stated in the Winter Quarterly, but is very much the current
editor. He has published several
books of poetry and is a frequent
contributor to the little magazines.

,
l
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MY LIFE AS A MATADOR; THE
AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF 'CARLOS ARRUZA WITH BARNABY
CONRAD. Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1956. 246 pp. $4.50'
Barnaby Conrad, former diplomat,
portrait painter, owner of a bistro in
'San Francisco, El Matador, is also
a practicing fan, a torero. After
studying bull-fighting with Belmonte in Spain, Conrad fought in
Mexico and Peru; and he has performed in exhibitions with his close
friend, Carlos Arruza. To the reading public, Barnaby Conrad is better
known as the author of the bestselling novel, Matador, and that outstanding guide to the bullring, La
Fiesta Brava. One is not surprised to
find Mr. Conrad's introduction to
Carlos Arruza both inviting and
intimate.
But it is surprising that Arruza's
"... inside story of the color, and
the glory, and the hell, that necessarily are a part of the making of a
matador . . ." is not only instructive but well written. There is a
sincerity, and at times an ingenuousness in Arruza's taut narrative, that
makes the man as engaging as is the
story of his sensational rise from a
professional torero at fourteen, to
one of the great matadors of all time.
He even amazes himself; ". . . in reviewing my life, the most remarkable
fact about the story is that it reveals
how a fierce, blind drive can pick
a man up, carry him toward a
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single goal, and govern his entire
existence."
As one reads on, Arruza seems an
increasingly likeable man. His relationship with the great Cordoban
matador, Manolete, which began in
rivalry, and, on the part of Arruza in
imitation, did not stop there. The
younger man's admiration for "The
Knight of the Sorrowful Countenance," and his ambition drove him
to invent a new style of his own, so
swift, so daring, that Arruza became
known throughout the Iberian Peninsula as "The Cyclone from Mexico," and, to the dismay of their
se~te fan-groups, as the friend of
"Manolo."

I

i
j

I

!

I
I~

Arruza's successes - his triumphant seasons sometimes were followed by humiliating slumps and
spells of dissipation - did not make
him vain. He frankly owns up to
occasional failures. At one corrida he
was "terrible with the cloak"; at Cordoba - "1 was so very bad that they
put me in jaill" Nor does he gloss
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over the "hellish" side of his profession - "the battle of nerves" before
the fight; the wear and tear of a
crowded schedule. "There's very little time for much profound 'thinking," he told one reporter in reply to
a foolish question, "when you're up
in the air on a bull's horn."
But it is in describing the encounter with a b,ull ,that Arruza excelseven Hemingway. Arruza makes
the reader understand that each bull
is different; and that each, on entering the ring must first be studied, to
be dominated. To command the bull
to the point of making the proud
creature look foolish is the game of
the matador. Some bulls became so
bedazzled by Arruza's passes that the
matador casually rested an elbow between the horns, as if telephoning.
But he played no such tricks on Inspector, the bravest bull of them all.
Despite the fact that Inspector more
or less took over the corrida until it
.was a matter of which, man or beast,
would tire first, Arruza delayed killing, hoping El Presidente might
grant the animal a reprieve. Such
illlppenings are vividly illustrated
with photographs of matadors and
bulls; and there are diagrams explaining the intricacies of dangerous
passes such as Arruza invented in his
"Lisbon Style."
The famous matador preserves the
same undertones of candor and honesty right through to his retirement.
For this reason, and because of
Arruza's clarity in presenting his
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technique, the book stands out as
one to remember. In fact, Arruza is
so modest about the great corrida he
fought in Malaga, on August twentyseventh, 1945, that Barnaby Conrad
has inserted a "Translator's Note,"
describing that historic bull-fight in
detail. Indeed Conrad, comparing
Arruza's performance that day to
others he had seen by Procina, Cani..
tas, Ma~olete, and the great Belmonte at fifty-six years of age, salutes
the Mexican's performance at Malaga as "the best of all."
-E. ROELKER CURTIS
Mrs. Curtis is the author of Anne
Hutchinson and Lady Sarah Lennox,
An Irrepressible Stuart.

THE FALL, by Albert Camus. New
York: Alfred A. Knopf, 1957. 147 pp.

$3.00•
It would not be difficult to maintain
that the most distinguished French
trio of writers published here this
decade includes Jean-Paul Sartre,
. last heard of two years ago, Simone
de Beauvoir, on the best seller list
last year, and Albert Camus whose
latest book The Fall is .before us
now.
Current appearance, of course, is
no guarantee of superiority. But unlike Sartre giving himself to faction
. and Beauvoir dilating fiction beyond
proportion, Camus has not only kept
to his creative last but has continued
concisely to develop his contribution. The result is that in The Fall
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he has achieved a recit as significant
in its way as Constant's Adolphe
and, to take a recent work, Hemingway's The Old Man and the Sea are
in theirs.
In an epigraph drawn from Lermontov's preface to A Hero of Our
Time Camus indirectly but ironically tells us what to expect in his
own book. For one thing it holds up
as model a most immoral character.
Lest this be not enough, it manages
also to portray the author and his
acquaintances. Then, as if the disclosure must not lead to misapprehension, we are told that in an
over-all sense the resulting portrait
is not of an individual but of an
"aggregate of the vices ,of our whole
generation."
A reading of The Fall bears out
the preciseness of Camus' notation.
The immoral character is the protagonist Jean-Baptiste Clamence. In
a monologue which runs the length
of the work he reveals himself thoroughly. As a lawyer in the Paris
courts his interest in noble cases
(those dealing with widows and orphans) was due more to sentimental
posing than to -justice. As a lover he
was. no less a trickster. His Don
Juanism was an indulgence in narcism. But it was as individual that he
was most fraudulent.
This he learns unequivocally one
night as he is returning home. A
female who has leaped into the Seine
near him cries out for help. He can
save her at some danger to himself or

)
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consider his safety and let her go
down. Cowardice wins; he lets her
drown.
The rest of the story is expiation.
Banishing himself to a sailor's quarter in Amsterdam, he spends his
time making those about him aware
of any culpability that is theirs. His
procedure - a reversal of that in the
confessional - is to confess himself
and so doing induce confessions
from others. His aim, regardless of
whether he can realize it or not, is to
inaugurate a kinship in guilt, as if
only in this manner can 'a desired
commonalty of men be formed.
"\,-'hen we are all guilty," he holds,
"that will be democracy."
Mea culpa and mist as part of this
may be, it is on the whole a resume
of thought which former works of
Camus' have taught us to associate
with him. Readers will have no difficulty in .recognizing the absurdity
of existence which he stressed in
The Stranger, or the inescapability
of choice which he illustrated in The
Plague, or the futility of human effort which gave poignancy to The
Myth of Sisyphus, or, timely indeed
in this era, the advance beyond
nihilism which informed The Rebel.
The Fall, however, is more than
Camus writ large. Though it incorporates his ideas, privacies even like
that glanced at in his reference to
tubercular lungs, it constructs a portrait that cannot be ascribed to him
or to all¥0ne else in particular. But
if ascribed, it must be to a sort of
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composite, or, as he has put it, to cently enough perhaps, by the very
"the man of the hour as he is rife in fact of-having lived in this murderous world?
me and others."
The use of Christ as existentialist
And what a man this contemposymbol
points to a new phase in
rary man is! A posturer, a dastard, a
holder of stolen goods, a lyrist of the in Camus' development. He has
prison cell, a denier of God desperate evidently' passed from a Hellenic
because of his denial, an extoller of dispensation to that of the Hebraic
humanity who fears nothing more and/or Christian. This represents no
change, to be sure, in his basic na- .
than the judgment of men!
Condemnable as Clamence is, he ture. Still rationalistic, it reveals itis not contemptible in the end. The self in bits of psychiatry which jostle
reason derives from the very heart of Biblical references no end, and in·
Camus' matter. Clamence, it is indi- modem doubts which practically
cated, has come to, the only grace dissolve crystallizations many hold
possible to fallible man -lucidity. most venerable.
In this, as in other respects, then,
He knows, and it- is the ultimate
knowledge, "the fundamental du- The Fall affords us thoughts of daring which, to recall Thoreau's bon
plicity of the human being."
If such enlightenment seems self- mot on good books, an idle man cannegating, hardly worth the getting, not read and a timid one will not be
it is not so to Camus. Like Hardy he entertained by. To men other than ,
too believes that the way to the Best _these it is· not inappropriate to add
exacts a full look at the Worst. that such matters as an exposition of
Where he differs is in the realization the Absurd Hero and a moralistic inthat the Best when achieved is quiry into guilt and judgment do not
doomed itself to become a Worst. .cover all that is in the pook. There
For the prime mover to Camus is is also something in it very pertinent
ambivalence and his conclusions pat- on this score: the attempt of a man
tern themselves bipolarly.
of good will to dignify ~n under
Thus a copy of a masterpiece, in- the sentence of death.
-MAx COSMAN
. distinguishable from the original, is
from his point of view just as moving to beholders. As for a criminal, ANGLO-SAXON ATTITUDES,
it is not unlikely that he may be an by Angus Wilson. New York: Viinstrument of unknown justice. Or king, 1956. 410 pp. $4.50'
going farther afield, may not the
Crucified One have sought the cross England has a tradition of self-eritibecause he no longer could bear the cism. Swift comes to mind both as
burden of crime committed, inno- initiator and exemplar. How he rails
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at his countrymen for possessing the
foibles of mankind. Astringent in another field is Edmund Burke. When
he finishes with Warren Hastings,
not only is an administrator of empire on the spot but the conscience
of a nation as well. Art too has its
Lucian. Surely Hogarth moralizing
on harlot and rake and marriage a la
mode need take a back seat to no
one in denunciation. What with Gilbert and Sullivan in musical pastures
pruning away at rankness in institutions, and what with a certain mathematician ribbing fellow citizens
every which way in his classic about
an Alice, one must concede that
self-judgment has an unpreemptible
place in English affairs.
The tradition is in no danger of
languishing today. Evelyn Waugh,
whatever his intent, keeps uncoveringthe frailties of his country's upper class. Less frothily C. P. Snow
exhibits the manoeuvering for power
indulged in by those in the middle.
More"hopeless than Waugh or Snow,
Graham Greene reveals the seediness of England's lower groups. Now
comes Angus Wilson with AngloSaxon Attitudes skinning a parcel of
representatives from every class.
Though he shares the spirit of the
times with his contemporaries, is as
ironic as the first, as solid as the
second, and as intense as the third,
Mr. Wilson echoes none of them.
'His voice is his own and its uniqueness lies in his faith in abstract justice. For Mr. Wilson is nothing if
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not a measurer against justice of motive and act. Admirable as is his
loyalty to such pursuit, it sometimes
gives the effect of being a convenience: it seems to absolve him of
loving his fellowmen. He must enjoy a good deal of absolution. In a
book of forty-odd characters there
is neither man nor woman wholly
approved of. To give him his due, he
does have provocation. Pretense, selfdelusion, vice flourish everywhere
and he is too honest to hide his
loathing. But there is a difference
betwee* antipathy for th~ sake of
people and antipathy for the sake of
principle. The one is benevolent; it
seeks justice. The other is impersonal; it metes out justice.
Mr. Wilson's penchant for passing judgment is not adventitious. It
derives from something thought-out
and strongly held - the coneept that
the i~dividual is less important than
the truth. As a result, despite much
documentation in personality, the
dramatis personae of Anglo-Saxon
Attifudes resolve themselves into
types, and sooner or later each one is
made to stand up in court and receive sentence according to transgression. Clarissa Crane gets hers as
pretentious time-waster, Dolly Stokesay as love-failure, Elvira as a pseudointellectual, Ingeborg Middleton as·
maternal anaconda.
Females are not alone in this trial
by sarcasm. Mr. Wilson's males get
a flaying every whit as merciless.
Only in the case of Gerald Middle-
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ton, who eventually redeems professional honor by bringing fraud to the
light, is there a softeninp "Rut such
remission of punishment ~s is implied in the few years of worthy
activity allotted him hardly relieves
the pathos of his hitherto wasted life.
Little as is this relief, it is extended
to no one else in the book. Robin
Middleton, the magnate, stays a
muddler. John Middleton, the liberal, remains a pervert. Ramage,
Rourke, Salad, Houdet, hangers-on
in society, continue their varieties of
VICIousness.

sional eye had already detected a
shop-soiled frigidity beneath her
chic," or long passages like those
purportedly . by Professor Stokesay and Professor Lorimer which
are elaborate take-offs on historical
communications.
A mediate pleasure in AngloSaxon Attitudes comes from its
archetectonic structure, for Mr. Wilson does not hold with the meandering accretions of recent writirig. For
his part he works in the spirit of the
great nineteenth century novelists.
His characters independent of pale
sensibility have prepared-for entrances and exits. His incidents relating men to their environment
move along a charted course. In
general, in his stress on an over-all
approach to "a wide~ social canvas"
on which satire, realism, farce, melodrama, and tragedy may appear - in
other words, in his desire to combine
the philosophic and the comic, he
patterns himself, as he on~ pointed
out Oscar Wilde did, on something
older than the nineteenth century
design, and that is the 9assical
Dialogue.
In this ancient form in which
nothing that is human is alien, and
in which nothing ultimately is so important as integrity, Mr. Wilson has
wrought well.
c

With so much that is wrong about
them, Mr. Wilson's creatures still
interest us. Perhaps ijIat is so for
very human reasons. For one, they
are recognizable. Their like appears
everywhere. They also afford us a
neurotic pleasure - yes, the pleasure
of seeing others ridiculed. But perhaps the most inclusive cause of interest is in the way they are projected.
Satirical nuances titillate us constantly. There are unexpected juxtapositions - a drawing room is "a
centrally heated mausoleum," and
malicious pricks like that about a
-MAx COSMAN
Max
Cosman
has
written
articles and
man giving himself to a task with
"full careful and spinsterish consid- revi~ws for The Colorado Quarterly,
eration," or shrewd appraisals like The Personalist, Theater Arts, ComGerald's of Clarissa - "his profes-~ monweal, and The Nation.
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MASSACRE, THE TRAGEDY
AT WHITE RIVER, by MarshaIl
Sprague. Boston: Little, Brown &
Company, 1957. 364 pp. $5.00 .
In the classic pattern of American
Destiny, nothing was quite as effective as a massacre, real or imaginary,
to serve as excuse for seizing more
millions of acres of Indian land. The
massacre of Nathan Cook Meeker
and seven of his people at the White
River Ute Agency, Colorado, on the
afternoon of September 29, 1879,
was cut to pattern.
It was an authentic massacre. And
to the minds of some, it had the
great, unexpected advantage of Indian outrage upon the persons of
three white women: Meeker's wife,
Arvilla; his daughter, Josie; and a
buxom young matron named Flora
Ellen Price. The curious fact that
only one of the women truly felt
that she had been outraged was not
generally appreciated at the time.
The story is told in, all of its detaIl for the first time by Marshall
Sprague, and in terms of a nearly
full-length biography of Nathan
Meeker. In his search for materials
the author covered most of the
ground, by car and on foot, where
the Western scenes are laid; he
mined the National Archives for
original sources and, perhaps best of
all, was first to obtain access to
a collection of Meeker's letters,
diaries, unpublished novels and
other writings.
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The result is an honest, thoroughly
documented narrative that sometimes is burdened by an overly facile
style - as though the author had
feared his weight of documentation
might otherwise bore the reader. On
the contrary, some wiIl find the
book's greatest value and interest
lies in Sprague's obviously careful
research.
A precocious child born to not
uncommon parents who had settled
in the Western Reserve, Meeker became a mildly fanatical, firmly dedicated man. As one chosen for a small
role in America's Destiny, he appropriately was a man with a message.
Sprague indicates that he was troubled by few self-doubts. First an
atheist, he soon embraced God and
the Utopian social ideas of the·
Frenchman, Charles Fourier, in a
cooperative group "Phalanx" in
Ohio. The Phalanx failed but·
Meeker's faith did not.
The two greatest forces shaping
his life appear to have been his belief that, through Fourierism, or at
least a Meeker version of it, he could
father a near-perfect community;
and the influence and support of his
onetime employer, publisher Horace
Greeley of The New York Tribune.
Both forces landed Meeker and a
flock of hopeful followers in the
"Union Colony of Colorado" where
he named the townsite Greeley and
in the same spirit started a newspaper and called it The Greeley
Tribune. But again, Meeker's dream

22

XXVII: 1,2

....

Boole
: BookReviews
Reviews

faded, and to make a living he secured appointment from Carl Schurz
as Agent to the Utes. This was in
1878. He was, at the age of sixty,
still vigorous and. he jubilantly envisioned "his Utes" awaiting his arrival at White River Agency with
JOY·,
Sprague gives a warmly sympathetic portrait of this man, making
him the more human and likable by
not softening his failings, or by trimming Nathan Meeker's quixotic
tendencies to be a bit of a character.
Meeker was determined, the author
says, to lead the savages "out of barbarism and sin and into a new life of
spiritual purity and physical comfort." The Utes were wandering
horse Indians? Well, Meeker would
make them happy and' prosperous by
turning them into farmers, lumberjacks, miners, and humble lords of
vast herds of sheep. Their ponies, of
course, must go.
This, Meeker's ignorance of Indians, and growing pressures in Colorado political circles to acquire part
if not all of the Utes' vast mountainland holdings, were ill omens. Another, which Sprague mentions but
neglects to bring into full focus, was
the undermining, in the year of
Meeker's appointment, of the Bronot Treaty of 1873. The treaty,
compared with others, had been reasonably favorable to the Utes:
amending an 1868 agreement, it
gave to the United States four million mineral acres of the Utes' six-
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teen million-acre reservation; in
return, the Utes were allowed hunting privileges on the ceded land and _
promised annual grants of $25,000.
In 1878, through political chicanery and bribery, the Brunot Treaty
was wiped out. For seventeen silver
dollars to each southern Ute who
agreed (the majority did), the three
southern Ute bands were split off.
from Chief Ouray's Uncompahgres
and Chief Jack's White River Utes.
Thus, for $15,33~ the three bands
gave up their haH interest in the
twelve million-acre reservation and
in its place were allotted 1,166,000
acres of land below Pagosa Springs.
These matters, which unquestionably had important bearing on the
Meeker massacre, the author mentions but he allows them to be obscured by the colorful and less
significant details of the Meekers
and what was being said and done by
the land-hungry in Denver - all
painstakingly docume~ted. If there
is an imbalance in the book, it is in
this contrast of choice of emphasis
and original' research. The' Meekers
and all of the whites who surrounded
them, come alive magnificently. The
Utes are, with a few exceptions,
faceless figures taken - accurately,
perhaps, if not adequately to an
otherwise sound book"":' from the
writings of others.
The point would not be raised if
Sprague had not so clearly intended
to show that the Utes, less dramatically but far more importantly in
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the end, were the principal victims
of their own desperate actions at
White River Agency.
Sprague's treatment of the massacre and its aftermath is objectively
and simply told. It is satisfying
enough in the information it gives of
what happened at White River and
1)f the several troop movements ordered from Washington. It could
easily have been handled in a sensational manner, but most carefully ·is
not.
Quite beyond the author's control,
the book shows evidence of slipshod
editing, and except for its splendid
endpaper map, is designed in a manner not warranted to attract readers
who would appreciate this seriously
conceived work the most.
-FRANK McNrrr
Frank McNitt is on the staB of the
University of New Mexico Press. He
is author of the recently published
book, Richard Wetherill: Anasazi.

.STILL REBELS, STILL YANKEES, AND OTHER ESSAYS, by
Donald Davidson. Baton Rouge:
Louisiana State' University Press,
1957· 2.84 pp. $4·50'
Despite his association with the
other Southern poet-eritics, Donald
Davidson stands alone today in his
approach to literature. Whereas
John Crowe Ransom, Allen Tate,
Robert Penn Warren, and Cleanth
Brooks, like the other notable New
Critics in England and America,
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have been united in ascribing to the
principles that form is meaning, that
literature is basically symbolical, that
irony and ambiguity are necessary
devices of poetry, Mr. Davidson
works with quite different assumptions. His new volume Still Rebels,
Still Yankees, bringing together seventeen essays written during the
last twenty years, demonstrates .the
uniqueness as well as the force and
consistency of his criticism.
Mr. Davidson's most apparent
point of distinction lies in the abjuration of what he calls "the guarded
style" in modem poetry, that style
which in attempting to avoid the
scorn of minds corrupted by scientism has become so obscure and
difficult as to require a special sacerdotal intermediary between poem
and reader. As well as performing
this task, criticism today has made a
brilliant apologia for poetry, Mr.
Davidson admits; but it has defended
too narrow an aspect of the art. "The
modem defense of poetry i.s a defense in its literary character only,"
he writes in the essay "Poetry As
Tradition." "It refers to the poetry
. of the printed page, the poetry received by the solitary, silent reader
who ponders it in voiceless seclusion.
It is a defense of poetry as a literary
tradition, not of poetry thatincludes,
with much else, a literary ~dition."
The losses attendant upon this narrowing of concept are enormous,
Mr. Davidson maintains, the great
forms - epic, drama, and lyric - all
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being in essence pre-literary; that is,
conceived for the human ear and not
the eye.
Thus the primary New Critical
technique, the close pxplication of
text, being a way of examining the
printed poem, is irrelevant to Mr.
Davidson's critical purposes, which
are to restore and continue the tradition' of poetry in its larger sense. In
this volume his method is most
aptly displayed in explicatory essays
on Hardy's Mayor of Casterbridge
and Stark Young's So Red the Rose.
That these works are embodimentS
of values lying at the core of the societies with which they deal Mr.
Davidson. demonstrates' most convincingly and thereby illuminates
the art form from within, making
apparent the intrinsic coherence of
what, on the surface, are disparate

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1957

137

parts. In his essay "Why the Modem
South Has a Great Literature," Mr.
Davidson develops the thesis that it
is in possessing traditional knowledge that the Southern. writers excel
today, just as, in another essay, he
shows Yeats· to fall short on this
count. Other pieces in the volume
are concerned frankly with the state
of affairs in society rather than with
the condition of literature itself, a
strong indication that Mr. Davidson
does not differentiate the art form
from the general culture.
Another distinctive mark of the
New Critics is their concern with
one central theme: theloss of tradition. Mr. Davidson has occupied
himself rather with its presence.-The
total effect of·this important volume
is to deepen and clarify the reader's
understanding of that much over-
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used word. Whatever it may mean
to others, to Donald Davidson tradition consists of those values which
are imperishable, which are in essence human and not mechanical,
the gifts of a "just and merciful
God" who, ,as Mr. Davidson has
written in his fine poem Lee in
the Mountains; "measures out all
days,/ And measures out the grace/
Whereby alone we live"; consequently these values are still alive
and available to "all generations of
the faithful heart."
-LOUISE COWAN

Associate professor of English at
Texas Christian University, Mrs.
Cowan is the author of The Fugitive: A Critical History, soon to be
released by the LSU Press.
BIG SUR AND THE ORANGES
OF HIERONYMUS BOSCH, by
Henry Miller. New York: New Directions, 1957.404 pp. $6.50.
The enfant terrible (J\American letters ever since Tropic of Cancer
came out in 1934 (though he was
even then a middle-aged enfant) has
presented the world with a perhaps
less intimate but certainly more mellow account of his past eleven years
spent in a Bohemia mainly of his
'own making in possibly the most
breathtakingly awesome part of the
Pacific coast of this country. This is
indeed a veridical account of ghosts
alive and Beshed who have haunted
or still haunt Big Sur, a forty-six-odd
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mile area (on the highway only, from
there it goes inland interminably)
below Carmel and Monterey in
California. It is perhaps a more veracious account of the life-and-death
struggle that goes on between an
artist and his environment, when the
environment cannot be re-chosen.
. As ~..ionel Trilling recently pointed
out, it is a fad of our times to think
that the mind that makes the work
of art should be defined only by the
work of art itself. Henry Miller is a
vast opus disproving this. The bridge
between the so-called impersonal
artist and the so-called human being
has been tom down by him, and he
stands like an aging Atlas between
the Golden Gates. There is fiction in
his essays and there are essays in his
fiction. He blasted Edmund Wilson
for writing that the cCl" of Tropic of
Cancer was a fictional character.
That "I" is me, Miller memorably,
the chemicals Baring up in his arcane
laboratory, retorted.
In this book one gets as intimate a
glimpse of a person's private life
(which is necessarily public in Big
Sur) as one could wish for from
Henry Miller, which is quite a bit.
There are almanacs of practical
advice interspersed amongst the misfirings of practice. Talk about progressive education, Miller is more so.
Tht: conversations between him and
his children will go down in history
until they end up in textbooks of
education for elementary, or at least
secondary schools, I might predict.
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They are not only hilarious but pain- book is one of the most fascinating
fully ed~cative, for those who have ways of learning about the Oriental
children. His advice to the painters frame of mind (although the mind is
would liberate many a stalled artist, in "a Brooklyn boy") that is available
as Miller did before when he pub- .to the Western world.
-GILBERT NEIMAN
·Iished a large, hard-to-get book
named The Angel Is My Water- Gilbert Neiman' is completing his
mark. But when it comes to advice doctoral dissertation on Henry
for the writer, beware, because Miller Miller.
is a skilled writer (Mencken said:
uHis is one of the most beautiful A HISTORY OF THE ANCIENT
styles today.."); and his advice to SOUTHWEST, by Harold Sterling
writers is therefore often fatal. He Gladwin. Freeport, Maine: Bond
lists a few mortalities. On the other Wheelwright Company, 1957. 361
hand 1 think there are very few books pages, 21 maps, 197 illustrations, in.
about writing written by great au- dex. $8.50.
thors who have deigned to tip their
hand more than Miller <;loes in this All who have read Men Out of Asia
one. (A hjnt to writers, read it.)
(1948), undoubtedly will note with
The last part pfthe book, Paradise live interest the release of this new
Lost, is an account of a great writer volume by the same author. Gladwin
idolizing a phony astrologer. The delights in throwing out questions or
great writer is Henry Miller: his idol taking a position on some arguis, well- a phony astrologer. Here mentative subject which will make
we have something that would seem conversationalists or readers stop and
to be a definitive proof that artists think . . . and, perhaps, seek new
are untrustworthy when they per- approaches to unsolved problems. If
ceive human beings and are much . his current book were not to evoke
better when they put the human critical responses, Gladwin would be
beings (or the unperceived-ones) sorely disappointed.
down on the page. This' monster
This is a book which all archaeoloMoricand and this murderer Miller gists working in the Southwest will
- it is a drama of not mystery-story have to give some consideration
but . truer-than-life fiction which ... inasmuch as Gladwin includes
makes one ask, ''Who's better- southwestern Colorado, southern'
Miller or Simenon?" (I. recommend' Utah, Arizona, New Mexico, norththis to detective story readers.)
western Chihuahua, northeastern
But what is most important, Sonora, and western Texas in his disthough 1 must state it briefly, is that cussions, this will mean a sizable
it should be mentioned that this body of individuals. It is fortunate,
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therefore, that the presentation is in
the entertaining Gladwinian style.
Tucked in among the less amusing
pages are many lines which bring
forth the reader's chuckles. Many
others than archaeologists will find
pleasure in reading this work.

Gladwin is at his best when giving
his vivid, dynamic descriptions of
the Southwest, placing the people in '
their various habitats, and portraying
their cultural attainments. His review of the eXperiences of Mrs.'Gladwin and himself and their associates,
primarily during the decade following 192'" provides a personalized
opening for this book. They had fun
learning, and share their merry enthusiasm with the readers. It is such
narratives which give much of the
color, appeal, and romance to archaeology.
The author sets forth his history
of the ancient Southwest with considerable variety: fact, picturesque
accounts, natural settings, envisaged possibilities and speculations,
sources of available materials, time
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factors, lively depictio~s of the former dwellers, suggestions regarding
their modem survivors, linguistic affiliations, classificatory systems, and
so on. He achieves neat introduction
to certain techniques, such as the
production of stone implements by
pressure flaking, and gives a graphic
presentation of stratigraphy.
A caution which Gladwin issues in
his introduction merits due consideration, especially from neo-archaeologists. He says, "many of the things
which have been regarded as established facts are actually nothing
more than plausible theories which
have gained their authority from frequent repetition, and . . . many of
the old familiar beliefs and classifications have been based on evidence
which often was either negative or
selective" (xix). The scientist should
question and re-question every aspect pertaining to his studies; and
the findings of many an investigation
would prove more scientific if this
procedure were followed in even an
unexact science such as archaeology.
In the present work, Gladwin undertakes to bring Southwestern archaeological information together and to
see what it looks like "when removed
from the classroom and, the workshop."
J
Perhaps thes~ last few words, in a
measure, are responsible for one of
the shortcomings of Gladwin's book.
From the beginning, one may read
along enthusiastically and untroubled for many pages. Then one
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begins to wonder why particular
statements or deductions were made,
inasmuch as archaeological reports
which precede Gladwin's publication date indicate contrary facts or
more detailed findings, answer certain questions or raise still others.
Turning to the bibliography, . one
finds, surprisingly, but a single reference to works later than 1949.
Admittedly, one of the most discouraging features of writing a book
which includes summary and conclusions of any phase or area of American archaeology is that between the
time of jotting down the final word
and the appearance of the publication, such new discoveries have been
made as to render important aspects
of the work out-of-date. It would
seem that upon leaving· Arizona,
Gladwin packed up his notes and
knowledge and moved them with his
personal belongings to California.1
There is no doubt but what he had
sufficient material for the writing of
several books. One has to stop some1. In 1950, Gila Pue1;llo was offered by
it Board of Trustees to the University of
Arizona, which accepted the gift, while expressing a note of sadness at the passing of
this research institution. The Gladwins had
moved to Santa Barbara some years earlier.
The extensive and valuable archaeological
collections which had been housed at Gila
Pueblo were transferred to Tucson. Later,
the Globe property was purchased by the
National Park Service, and the physical
plant has been utilized, since the fall of
1952., as the headquarters of the South·
western Monuments; the large galleries, of·
fices, residences, and other buildings lend
themselves admirably to activities of the
federal agency.
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where, of course. But it appears that
"removed from the classroom and
workshop," Gladwin henceforth
largely disregarded what was transpiring tbere. It is unfortunate that
the presently offered History of the
Ancient Southwest could not have
appeared, say, in 1950. It would have
had more value then.
Following the introduction, Gladwin starts this book, -like his own
entry into Southwestern archaeology, with basic surveys. After four years of collecting potsherds, lithic
materials, and information, so much
was accumulated that something
had to be done about it, and a min .
site in Six Shooter Canyon, near
Globe, Arizona, became an outstanding research center known as
Gila Pueblo. In this reconstructed
pueblo setting, laboratory procedures were initiated, mapping systems and site sheets developed,
cataloging and filing of records carried on, sherd boards mounted, and
the processing and rebuilding of
specimens went forward apace. The
surveys were followed by field work
and excavations. As data were compiled from regions not previously
studied or understood by archaeologists, new theories were advanced
and new concepts were derived. The
Gila system of pottery classification
was devised, as being more useful to
the southern areas, in contrast to the
Pecos classification used generally in
the northern sites. Pottery was dealt
with thoroughly. Petrographic stud29
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ies were made and designs analyzed
-design elements were found to be
helpful in tracing the movements of
prehistoric peoples.
Noting the location of present day
Indian dwellers in the Southwest,
Gladwin briefly sketches their history into the past, giving a short
• chapter on the physical types of
those Stone Age migrants who presumably entered the American continents from Asia. Taking up the trail
about the time of Christ, he pictures
the Southwest as it was then occupied and describes the cultures of the
various "tribes." Inasmuch as "tribe"
denotes a group of people united by
race and customs under the same
leaders, this seems an unfortunate
choice of words. No such recognized
leaders functioned in the prehistoric
cultures of the Southwest, insofar as
is evident.
Gladwin identifies the earliest inhabitants as the Hunters and Foragers. Their successors, he separates
into two groups, using the commonly employed designation Basket
Makers (whom he brings in from the
west as ancient Yumans) for the peapIe of the Four Comers area, and
Cave DweIIers for those of the more
southerly caverns of the Upper Gila,
southeastern New Mexico, western
Texas, and northeast Coahuila in
Mexico. Trait lists are given in support of this division.
Rather than following either the
Pecos or Gila systems too closely,
Gladwin takes up the mo{ements of
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the Southwestern peoples in century
or two-century periods, and consid- .
ers first one group and then another.
This provides good comparative information, but it also tends to reduce
the continuity of specific groups
or the development in particular
regions. Without a three-dimensional map, this treatment is somewhat confusing. However, Gladwin's
maps, summaries, and many iIIustrations help to keep one straight.
' About A.D. 200, Gladwin perceives
differences between his Basket Makers and the people further to the
east. Using the Falls Creek site,
north of Durango, Colorado, which
he sets forth as "the earliest dated
ruin in the Southwest," where circular houses with cribbed roofs, four
types of storage pits, true-fired grey
pottery, 10-18 row com, and medium-broad, deformed skulls appear
among the culture traits, Gladwin
introduces the Farmers from the
western plains. He contrasts these
people with the Basket Makers of
Du Pont Cave in southeastern Utah
(A.D. 217), longheaded individuals
with undeformed skulls, who did not
have houses, had only slab lined pits,
unfired mud vessels, etc. He sees the
Four Comers region as having been
"a meeting ground and a melting pot
from the earliest ~ys of Basket Maker II up to about A.D. 700" (43).
Gladwin has new traits from eastem Mexico reaching the people below the Mogollon Rim, about A.D.
500: the 8 row com and kidney beans
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(though beans were cultivated as
early as 300 B.C. by the dwellers of
Tularosa Cave, according to Kaplan,
1956), undercut storage pits, tipitype houses, skull deformation, and
well-fired pottery-plain brown and
polished red. The bearers of these
traits, Gladwin calls "the Reds."
With their influence on the Foragers, the Mogollon culture is introduced. In the seventh century, he
finds that beans and red pottery have
reached the Basket Makers. Increased population in the north,
after A.D. 700, points to southward
and western movements of the
Farmers, which pushed the Basket
Makers to the south, into, the Little
Colorado, Puerco, and Chaco river

valleys.

-

The continued movements and
developments of these groups are
carried forward. Then, about A.D.
1000, "the shadow of coming trouble" was cast upon the people. "The
enemy at the gates" are seen as Athabascan bands who "came down
along the eastern side of the Rockies
. . . where they picked up knowledge of pottery-making" (216). Entering the Southwest, "the migration
appears to have split into two divisions," the one of concern here
"turned to the west around the
southern end of the Manzanos,
crossed the Rio Grande, followed
the Rio Puerco . . . to the San
Jose, past Mount Taylor. . . ." Dividing again, we have those who
came to be known as the Apaches
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and Navaho. Gladwin presents an attractive case for these trouble makers, but the fact that -the oldest treering dates are now showing up in the
western part of the Navaho range, instead of the east, may well prove his
thesis incorrect.
Gladwin carries his southwesterners up to modem times. Throughout, the book is provocative and
stimulating. It is deeply regrettable
that it does not, as its publication
date might lead one to expect, include more of the up-to-date archaeological information available for the
Southwest. Had he considered the
reports of Watson Smith, Wendorf,
Euler, and others for the Museum
of Northern Arizona; the later Point
of Pines findings; Martin, Rinaldo,
and their associates' more recent'investigations in the Reserve area;
Schroeder's views on the Salado; the
revelations of salvage archaeology
conducted by Museum of New Mexico archaeologists and collaborators
for sites in New Mexico and northeastern Arizona; the Midland, Texas
studies (which yield human remains
dating to 20,000 years ago); the ethnobotanical information of Kaplan,
Nickerson, et al.; and Hugo Rodeck's
analys~ of Mimbres pottery designs
. . . then, I am sure, Gladwin would
have provided us with a whole harvest of food for thought.
-BERTHA

P. DUTrON

Bertha P. Dutton is Curator of
Ethnology at the Museum of New
Mexico in Santa Fe.
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